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Where Only Angels Dare Tread 


Author's Notes: 


If you ever find yourself in the same situation as Taylor, please reach out to someone. Whether it's a family 
member, a friend, someone here on Rockfic, or a complete stranger, please speak up. You can find a list of 
helpful organisations here: 

https://enwikipediaorg/wiki/List_of_suicide_crisis_lines 

The Abyss; a dark, terrifying chasm that few are able to step back from. A place where hope dies and every 


fear is brought to life, playing out before the eyes and pulling the person ever closer to the edge. 


Until.. 


Until they get to the point of no return. They stand on the brink and stare in to the blackness below. Nothing 
engages them. Nothing interests them. All they can see if the black void of their soul, crushingly empty. 


Christmas. That time of the year when everything was beautiful, when families got together to celebrate, and 
when peace and joy reigned for just a few moments. Lights twinkled in windows and trees were hung with 


ornaments. Gifts were stacked beneath the boughs and strangers exchanged pleasantries. 


Taylor sat in the bathroom of his house. It wasn’t an unpleasant bathroom and had been bought with the 
proceeds of his hard work. There was a whirlpool tub with a TV at the end and the view overlooked the rolling 
grounds of Hidden Hills. He lived in the lap of luxury and tried not to take it for granted. 


But it was hard when your life was spiralling out of control. Just when you thought that you had all your balls 


in the air, one of them drops. 
And then another falls. 
And finally you're scrambling on the ground to try and pick up your balls and put them back in the air. 


It had happened once before, back in 2001. Tired, lonely, and heartbroken, Taylor had taken an overdose. At the 
time, it had been a cry for help, one that had needed actions rather than words. It seemed fitting that he was 
once more sitting in a bathroom and staring at a bottle of pills. 


Now he found himself back at that point. His life, as great as it seemed to an outsider, was falling to pieces. 
Taylor felt lost and directionless. The rest of his band, those he called his friends, were nowhere to be seen. 
His lover, the man he'd been with since that fateful day in London, had decided that he had better things to do 
with his time. 


Following the end of the tour, Taylor had immersed himself in making his EP. The ideas had been spooling 
around his head during the production of Sonic Highways and it was only when they finally landed back in 
California that he was able to begin work on it. The EP was also a good excuse in helping him to forget about 
himself and Dave. 


The years hadn't worn well on them. Despite their outward appearance of being utterly in love, once a tour 

was over, Dave would disappear. Not just inside himself but out of the house. He'd turn off his phone and just 
go, leaving Taylor balancing on the edge of a metaphorical cliff. He had no idea where his lover was, nor if he'd 
return. Whenever Taylor questioned him on the whys and wherefores of his travels, Dave would shrug, smile, 


and give him a little kiss. Everything was a secret with the dark haired man 


Taylor couldn't take it any more. The uncertainty of having a runaway partner and the emptiness that came 
with it was continuously pushing him to the edge. Coupled with his problems from many years before, Taylor 
knew that he had to be careful. He knew that he had to look after himself and his mental health. One wrong 


move and everything could come to a grinding halt. 


There were times when he wanted someone to talk to, someone to analyse things with and to go over the ups 
and downs of life. But, once the EP was finished, his friends had all melted away again. Taylor was either too 
famous for their liking or they were too busy. When there wasn't something to be done, they didn't want to 


know the drummer. 


The darkness swept over Taylor in heavy waves, obliterating his sight and robbing him of the passion to keep 


going. Life was meaningless and, with no one to turn to, there was no other option to step off the cliff. 
Uncapping the small orange bottle, Taylor shook the pills in to the palm of his hand. They were so small, so 
innocent looking. But, in a few hours time, they would have performed a job that they were never intended for 


and taken his life. 


‘lm sorry," he murmured to the empty bathroom. "Sorry for being a fuck up. Sorry for being an insecure ass. 


Sorry for apparently not loving you enough." 
Taylor swept up the bottle of water that sat beside him. He was just about to toss the pills down his throat 


when a cool breeze whispered passed his naked legs. He frowned and twisted his legs beneath him. Again, he 
went to swallow the pills, only for a voice to drift by his ear. 


Don't do that, Taylor. 


Taylor's frown deepened. Was he hallucinating? Was the stress of what was to come causing his brain to play 
tricks? 


Again, he moved to place the pills in his mouth, only for his hand to seize up. His fingers spasmed and closed 
around the pile of pills, holding them tightly in his palm. With a growl, he tried to uncurl his fingers only for 
them to tighten, the muscles snapping shut and spears of pain shooting through his hand. 

"Fuckin shit! | just wanna die. Just let me go." 

Thats not happening 

"Who the fuck is that?" 

Look up. 

Taylor did as he was asked. Sandalled feet stood on the white tiled floor. Taylor followed them to shapely ankles 
and up to a long, flowing white gown. The gown covered a female body and Taylor finally found himself looking in 
to a serene face. Wings stretched from the woman's back and she seemed to give off a white glow. 


Taylor frowned and dropped his clenched fist to his lap. "Who the Hell are you?" 


The woman took a step back and perched herself on the edge of the bathtub. Her wings rustled against the 


smooth surface as she folded them. 
"Cecilia," she said. "I'm your guardian angel” 
Taylor snorted. "I don't believe in that shit. Dave might but | dont" 


The woman smiled warmly. "Well, now you do believe because l'm as real as the pills in your hand How about 


we have a talk, Taylor? It seems as though you need someone to talk to." 
Taylor shook his head, his hair falling in to his eyes. "I don't want to talk. | just want to go." 
The angel was quiet for a moment. Finally, she slipped from the bath and sat before him, her legs crossed. 


"In that case, I'd like to show you something," she said. Her voice was calm and quiet, like the trickling of water 
in a stream. "I'd like to show you what life would be like if you'd never been born Firstly, there would have 


been no Foo Fighters." 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" Taylor glared at her. "Foos is Dave's band. Of course it would have 


existed." 


"It would have existed," she said. "But not for very long. Once William is gone, Dave struggles to find a 
drummer who lives up to his expectations. Within a year of William's departure, the Foo Fighters are no more 
and Dave is back as a drummer for hire. You, Taylor Hawkins, are the heartbeat of that band. Without you, 
there is nothing." 


Leaning back against the toilet, Taylor fell silent. The angel continued to look at him, her green eyes looking 
straight in to his ragged soul. She cupped her hands before him, her eyes never leaving his. Despite the 
bathrooms large windows, the air around them seemed to darken and a ball of light formed in the angel's 


palms. 
"Look closer," she said softly, "and see what would have become of your friends if you had never been born" 


Shuffling closer, Taylor peered at the light. At the heart of it, he saw Nate. Lovely, quiet Nate who, despite his 
early reservations about Taylor, now declared a love and admiration about the drummer. It was love and 
admiration that Taylor heartily returned. However, Nate-without-Taylor appeared to be a completely different 
man. Sure, he still looked the same but.. But where was the bass guitar? Where was the quiet cynicism? Nate 
wasn't at the studio. In fact, it didn't even look like he was at home. He was wearing a nasty mustard coloured 
shirt and a pair of black dress pants. There was a false smile plastered on his face and a little plastic name 
tag pinned to his lapel. As Taylor looked around the scene, the realisation dawned on him. 


"No," he murmured. "Please, no. Not Nate. Not sweet Natey. Why? Why's he workin’ in fast food?" 


"Sunny Day Real Estate folded. You know that, Taylor," Cecilia said. "After that, the work dried up so Nate took 


a job in fast food. He manages a store down in Encino and lives in an apartment in North Hollywood. He's single 


and his only company is his tabby cat, Mango. He still plays bass and thinks about what could have been" 


Taylor took a shuddering breath and wiped a hand over his eyes. The tears burned and, for the first time in 


weeks, they weren't for him. 
His voice was hoarse as he spoke again, "What of the others? Chris? Dave?" 
"Look again." 


He turned his attention back to the glow and saw Chris. The dark haired man, so quiet and seemingly sedate. He 
was the workhorse of the band, the man who came in and did his thing, pulling it all together. Only he wasn't in 
the band any more. He was standing in a parking lot and looking up at the sun. He held a hand above his eyes to 
shield himself from the bright glare. There was the roar of engines and a plane soared overhead. Taylor looked 


around the rest of the scene and he felt himself crumble. 
"He parks cars for a living?" he quietly asked. "At the airport?" 


Cecilia nodded. "He does. He still dreams of being in a band. More than that, he dreams of being in other lands. 
He's currently trying to qualify for his pilot's license but itll take time as he doesn't earn a lot. He hopes to be 
able to fly before his retirement age. Even then, he realises that he'll probably only be able to fly within the 
US" 


Taylor looked at her. He could feel tears on his cheeks and his heart shattered as he asked, "And Dave?" 


Once more the image changed and Taylor crumbled against the toilet. His shoulders shook as he sobbed. He 


forced himself to continue to watch what Dave's life would have been like without him. 


The dark haired man stood outside of a shopping mall. His guitar was slung over his shoulder and, at his feet, 
was the open guitar case. Dave looked just as he did now, his hair cascading over his shoulders and his skin 
covered with tattoos. Despite his situation, he still had his sunny smile, nodding and smiling at the people who 
passed him by. Most ignored him but some stopped to listen. They dropped the odd dollar in to the open case. 
He couldn't hear what Dave was singing but, from the look on his face, Taylor could tell that he was enjoying it 


just as much as when he was playing to a packed stadium. 

"He's a busker?" 

"He is," the angel said. "The drummer for hire work comes and goes. At the moment, it's mostly gone. Dave's 
rates are too high and, despite his earlier success, he's now struggling. So he plays down on Hollywood and 


Sunset. He had to downsize his home and he now lives in an apartment just south of Sunset. He's single and has 
been his entire life." 


"Why?" Taylor asked. 


"Because you never came along. His soul mate never materialised in this life and so he has gone from one brief 
relationship to another. When he turned forty, he decided to give up and focus on his music.” 


She paused, allowing him to think everything over. Without him, life would have been so much different for the 
people he loved. 


"They could still have done something," Taylor said. 


"But could they?" Cecilia said. "Every action has a reaction. Just as your death will send shockwaves around the 
world. It won't just be your lover and your friends who will mourn you. It will be the whole world. And your 
band will cease to exist. Without you, Dave won't have the strength to carry on and it wouldn't surprise me if, 
within the year, he decides to join you." 


Lowering his head, Taylor sobbed "No. Not Dave. He's the strongest man | know. He wouldn't do that. Wouldn't 


take his own life." 


"Without his lover beside him, anything is possible. You're his rock, Taylor. You're the person who welcomes 
him home when he is tired. You're the person who makes him feel better when he feels as though the world 


is against him." 


"So why does he keep walking out on me?" he demanded. "He does it after every tour. Just disappears. Doesn't 


call. Doesn't visit. Just.. vanishes." 


The bathroom remained dark and the light continued to glow from Cecilia She seemed content and at peace, a 
true vision of heaven in his time of need. Taylor tried to take something from her but still the darkness ruled 
his soul. Except that now it wasn't just for him. He felt the pain and loneliness for the three men whose lives 


would have been completely different without him. 


"He is human, Taylor, just like you. He has flaws and, while he shouldn't disappear like he does, he needs time 
away from everything. He needs to go and refresh his brain so that he can be the best person he can for 


you." 


"Does he-" Taylor began. 


"Sleep with anyone else?" Cecilia shook her head, her long brown hair flicking in to her eyes. "No, he doesn't. 
You're the one and only for him. He goes to the mountains. He hikes. He sits in the middle of nowhere and 
contemplates life. And, when his soul begins to call him home, he returns to you. Let him wander, Taylor, and 


let him love you in the way that he knows how. He'll always return to you." 


Silence fell over them once more and Taylor allowed himself to bask in the love that radiated from the being 


before him. He wondered where she'd come from and whether she'd return. 


His curiosity finally got the better of him. "Where did you come from?" 
‘I'm from heaven, Taylor. I'm your guardian angel." 

"And everyone has one, right?" 

She nodded and smiled sweetly. "Indeed they do." 


The silence was calm and comfortable and Taylor realised that he didn't want her to leave. He tried to open his 


hand and found that it was still locked shut. 

"Are you ready to accept the rest of your life?" Cecilia asked. 

"You mean as in not killing myself?" 

She nodded. "Exactly." 

He sighed and looked around the bathroom before returning his gaze to her. Now that she'd shown him what 
life could have been like without him, Taylor realised that he didn't want to leave. He didn't want Dave returning 
from wherever he'd wandered to only to find Taylor's cold body on the bathroom floor. There was so much 
more to live for. So many more places to see. So many more people to sing to. So many more memories to 
make with Dave and his friends. 

"| am," he softly said. "I am." 

Cecilia smiled. "In that case, you may open your hand" 

Taylor felt his muscles release and he winced as he opened his fingers. Where there had been pills in his palm, 
there was now a necklace. A silver pendant hung from it. Holding it up, he studied it in the angel's glow and a 


slow smile pulled at his lips. 


The small pendant was very much like the one that he already wore except that this one portrayed Cecilia, the 


patron saint of musicians. 
"I'm always with you, Taylor." 
"| know." 


Hl never leave you. Just call me if you need me. 


He turned his attention back to the bathroom and found that the angel had disappeared. Daylight had returned 
and was streaming through the window. Beside him stood a full bottle of water. The bottle of pills no longer sat 
beside his feet, having vanished just as the angel had. From downstairs, Taylor heard the front door open and 


close. His heart leapt as he heard a voice downstairs, one that he loved and adored. 


Getting to his feet, Taylor draped the necklace around his neck before opening the bathroom door. "Dave?! I'm 


upstairs. Man, have | missed you!" 


